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At this moment she lies safe In the have
of her mother's arms, a little waif a

strangely returned to her own as IX tb
sea had given up its dead. »

Tou may call it chance.yet- it Is nc

chance. It was through the forethough
the intelligence of the Journal that Mario
Clark once more has come back as out c

the grave.
You recollect, perhaps, the Journal's firs

step when the news of her dlsappearin
first went abroad? You recollect the pos

ers, the engravings, the photographs of th
child that the Journal scattered thronghot
all that broad territory covered In Its cl;

culation?
It was through this, then, that Mario

Clark, mourned as if dead, was brougb
home safe and sound to her mother.
To begin at the beginning. Over th

hills beyond Haveretraw lies the tow^j o

Sloatsburg. It is an ^significant hamlei

perhaps, when you compare it with tb

breadth of New York. But it is not to

Insignificant for the Journal to go amon

!tS people.
Thus, whe- the Journal published th

news that Marioh Clark had been stole

from her home, Sloatsburg had the new

little later than New York.
The abductors forgot this, no doub

They forgot that there is no place betwee
the farm house and the city home, ti
village store and the factory, where th
Journal does not go. It was the forgettin
of this that trapped them.
Just one mile south of Sloatsburg is tb

post office of St. John. Here comes th
mail for all the outlying farms, and wit
it (i>* Journal.
In charge of this post office is Mrs. A. I

Cary, a woman of more than usual intell
gence. Like every other woman that ha
heard the story of the kidnapping she ha
been deeply concerned.
She knew, as every other woman knev

through what torments of misery and frei
zled fear the poor mother was passing
She, like every other woman with a hear
wished that she could offer comfort an

consolation. This is true, for she had sai
as much before opportunity brought II
chance.

A Woman's Intuition.
Wednesday the mail at St. John brough

letters from a stranger. The address wo

"Jennie Wilson, St. John, N. Y."
"Now. who is Jennie Wilson?" the posl

mistress murmured.
Her memory recalled no such persoi

Then she put the letters in the general ho
and thought no more of them.
There came a strange young woman int

the St. John post office Wednesday, an

with her was a child in arms. It was

pretty child, in truth, one that you woul
look at twice. Its hair was as yellow a

unwoven silk, I'ts eyes were blue, bright an

big, laughing with their Infant Intelligence
nlav^ul o rs.rl nratir

tvn.-L Jf»vvV.

The woman seemed harried. She walke
In hastily, and made for the letter boxe
beyond.
"Is there any mall for Miss Jennie Wl

sen?" she asked.
The postmistress was staring at the chMc

It was a pretty baby, she thought, bu
where had she seen It before? She wa

puzzled. The young woman spoke pgair
Mechanically Mrs. Cary sorted over th

letters. There were two addressed to th
name given by the woman. Mrs. Cary gav
them to her, and the woman turned to th
door. Over her shoulder peered the littl
face, _the_sparkllng_blue eyes, the^chubb,
,** Vi aoIt a tha a n roAla r\f crAli^an holt* frlnoo,
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Remembered the Picture.
n The thought flashed upon the good
15

woman. The door had hardly closed when
16 the postmistress was delving among the t

papers upon the tfble.
}t With a little cry of triumph, she drew El' one forth, and peered at the page. That
n

paper was the Journal, and upon the nage °
^ was the almost speaking likeness of little

Marion Clark. ^;t One look sufficed. Mrs. Cary dropped
g the paper, and ran to the door. The J
woman was trudging np the dusty village c

e road, the baby still leaning laughing upon
If her shoulder. There was no mistake in
r" Mrs. Gary's mind. If the baby face Itself t

had looked laughing out of the page itself, ®

n she could not have felt more certain, t
it "Mr. Conklin! Mr. Conklin," she cried, t

come in nere a moment: c

e Mr. Austin Conklin, a neighbor, was com- j!
,f ing down the road. He had a look at the r

tt little girl and the strange woman as he to
e passed. Mrs. Cary's excitement seemed
o strange. He hastened into the post office, c

g "There!" cried the postmistress, "look s

at that!" to

e With one vigorous finger she 'pointed to *

n the picture on the Journal's front page. t
s "I am sure; I could swear to it," shg

cried. "That is the child!" t
r "By thunder!" cried her companion, "it t
n is, for sure."
^ Mrs. Cary wasted little time. j
e "You find the Sheriff right away," she t

g cried; "you get Mr. Charlston as soon as v

ever you can. We must find out for cer- ^
e tain." S

e They found the Deputy Sheriff and told ^
their story, fcharlston was up and doing ^
In a moment. He snent the nicrht trailine S

} down that hurrying, hastening creature
last seen trudging the country road with
the child in her arms. The trail led

lS swiftly to the place.
LS

Hid in Ramapo Hills,
r, Under the lee of the Ramapo Mountains
i- is the home of Mrs. Oakley. It Is no dlffer;.ent than all the other farmhouses scatt,tered along the hillside. It Is a quiet place,
d far from observation.almost lost, In fact,
d In the midst of that country solitude. To
;s this place led the chase.

The village official ventured as near as

he dared. He made certain that this was

the place; then he returned to obtain his
it needful authority.
s Upon such evidence no justice could hesitate.Perhaps, after all, It might be a

.

t- mistake. But then.what of the frenzied
mother yearning for her child? What of ^

' her? Could they afford to taike chances? N
x "You get those people," said the Justice, '

You make sure about it! Here's your waxr'rant."
11 The document gave to the Deputy Sheriff
a full power and command to take Carrie
d Jones, or whoever she might be, charged
? with the abduction of Marlon Clark.

It was 5 o'clock yesterday morning when
' Charlston routed out the Justice, and It
was a short time.a very short time.afterwardthat he was hastening toward the
farm house beneath the hills.
The sun had just risen above the hills

'* when the official reached the farm. Inside
the people were stirring. Charlston tapped

! on the door, his warrant ready In his hand,
't There was a sonffle of feet Inside; then
s silence. Then, after a pause, a voice bade
». him enter.

Facinfl the Kidnapper.
e The woman. Jennie Wilson, stood before
e the door. Her face worked with potent
e emotion; her eyes flashed an Inquiry.
y "What do you want?" she demanded,
d The Sheriff walked in and closed the door
_ behind him. He set his back against It,

and the woman's hands gripped themselves
p together with nervous tension.
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"I want that child," he said.
There was a pause. The woman stood
itariug at him, silent and defiant. A man

tvalked Into the room, eyed the Sheriff
harply and seemed ready to make trouble.
"I want that child!" said the Sheriff,

'and I want It now!"
"What child?" she demanded defiantly.
The man said nothing; his air of defiance

lad fled. He seemed uncaring and idle of
he consequence.
"You've got Marion Clark, the stolen

>aby," said the Sheriff, quietly, "and I
vant her."
"I have no child," the woman protested

hrilly. "It's a lie!"
The Sheriff merely repeated his demand.
"Come now; give me that child. I have
warrant for your arrest."
Ttie woman gasped. But her determtmtlonwas sturdy.
"I haven't any child," said she, "I tell
on It's a mistake."
"It's all up," said the man, suddenly,

ireaklng silence, "you'd better give, him
he child."
"You shut up, McNally!" said the wornn,"I tell you I haven't the baby."
"Ah! Come now," said the man, "It's all

ip. I tell you. Tell him where the baby
S."

Sheriff Gets the Baby.
The woman gave a despairing gesture,
nd turned. The Sheriff followed, a veriableBhadow at her heels. But he did not
orget to watch out of one corner of his
ye, the sullen, scornful man In the backround
The women led the way to a rear room
f the Oakley house. There upon the bed
ly the baby. It was sleeping. Its chubbyands were clenched. Its long lashes lay;pon its cheeks. It was breathing with aoft and regular cadence, the sleep of lnanthealthfulness
"There it Is," said the woman, despalrngly;"It's the Clark baby, all right. Aittle more and we would have got away.""Get your things on," the Sheriff comsanded,and listlessly the woman put on
er wraps. The Sheriff looked at her critcalfy.She was young, passably comely,nd hardly the kind of womc.n one wouldXDeet to do n rlooa nf ,1 o -i~ m,~

«i«r Lliio."But you're not Carrie Jones," remarkedhe Sheriff. "You alnt a bit like all theescrlptlons I've read of her."
"No; I'm not Carrie Jones," admitted the
toman.
Tlhe Sheriff tried to "pump" her. But she>it her Hps and was silent upon this mater.She had made up heT mind.silenceras her best strength tnen."Do vou want me. too?" asked the man.The Deputy Sheriff looked at his warant.then at McNally."No," he said, "I lhave no warrant foron."
The man started to go out."Hold on, there!" cried the Sheriff;'what's your name, by the way?""It's J. J. McNally," said the woman.The woman was ready to leave. Charlsonleaned over the bed and picked up the
"(Some, Marlon," said he, "we'll go homeiow."
The baby awoke, smiling. It grasped theUlcer's coat sleeves with Its little hands.?ke woman sighed deeply and followed.

Let "McNaily" Go,
Gharlston led the way to the office of
ustlce Herbert, of Garnervllle. McNaily
ailed out a brisk good-by.
"£11 be back later," said he.
He took the 2 o'clock train from Sloats»urgfor New York; the villagers saw him

;o.
It Is evident that the two had prepared

o desert the baby. When Charlston caughthem they were just starting to take the
arly train from Sloatsburg for Goshen.
:he Sheriff found that the baby was not
o go with them. Thus a few moments
nore and perhaps It never would have
ieen discovered who stole Marlon Clark.
The news swept fiercely through the
leighborlng towns. Men awheel and afootinjrried it far and near. It reached Havertrawbefore the Sheriff and his prisonerlad come to Justice Herbert's home. The
vires bore It toilNew York. At Police Head[uarterstihe news came like a bolt out of
he blue.
"It's a fake," said many of the detectives.
But'the police could take no chances. DecretiveSergeant Herlib.v was posted off
o Garnervllle. Mr. Clark was notified; he
vas beside himself. The news was kept
rom the miother for fear it'might be false,fast following on the heels or the deteciveswent the father. Senreant Mnrria
rent ^ Ith him.

JOURNAL'S SPECIAL TRAIN, t
p DETECTIYES' SALYATION, t
P The Journal's special train ^
y. Teas our salvation. I hardly T
know what we would have +

' done without It. We were 4"
P literally snowed under by J
the crowds of people at +^ Haverstraw, and there was +

L no getting away from them. J
y We were all tired out and
h roasted with the heat, and It -f
P was a great relief to get into +
^ a car by ourselves, after the T

long strain we had been un-{ x
der. It was a good thing for -f

P us all, and we thank the ^
l Journal for It..Statement by JP Detective Herlihy. +
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1 CHRONOLOGICAL
THE MAR

£ Sunday, May 14."Carrie Jones" a

Monday, May 15.Engaged as nur

Tuesday, May 10.Entered the CI a

£ Sunday, May 21.In the morning t

^ disappeared. In the afternoon a note
iceived by Mrs. Clark.

Monday, May 22.Sarah Johnson a

Tuesday, May 23.C. M. Johnson,
case.

Wednesday, May 24.The Journal
released. Police are told that baby Is
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£ nectlon with case.

P Friday, May 26.Letter signed "Th
1- McCullagh.
^ Saturday, May 27.Arthur Clark
L find Marlon.

Sunday, May 28.Woman resembli:
r Bridgeport, Conn.
L Monday, May 29.Robert Nugent a

dealer.
Tuesday, May 30.Man Identifies i

£ seen with, two women In Fordham.
L Wednesday. May 31.Alderman I

$10,000 reward by the city.
[ Thursday, June 1.Marlon Clark
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CROWDS CHEER

Through all the country roun
recognize his stolen child and then gav

CHIEF M'CLI
HOW

Head of the Detective Fo
in Brooklyn, j

"I have Identified my babj^-accept my
congratulations."
Captain McCIusky, waiting at Police

Headquarters for news from Mr. Clark,
received at 7 p. m. this message by telephone.He lacked only this to complete
his certainty that the search was ended,
and was ready to tell his story.
"Last Thursday," MlcClusky began, "we

traced the nurse girl known as Carrie Jones
to the house at No. 231 Twenty-seventh
street, near Fifth avenue, Brooklyn. Mrs.
James Cosgriff, who keeps the house.It Is
a frame cottage.and rents furnished rooms,
told us that on Saturday, May 20, the day
before the abduction, a light-haired woman,
who wore a blue mackintosh and a wide
straw hat with a black band, came to her
and engaged a hall bedroom. She paid
$1.75 for a week's rent, saying she might
stay two weeks or a year.
"She told Mrs. Cosgriff that she might

bring her baby, who was now staying at
her sister's, on the following day. This
woman had a bundle, which she left at the
house, and a baby's straw hat like this.
which she took away with her."

Exhibits the Hat.
Captain McClusky, showed a conical buff

straw hat, with blue and white chiffon

trimming around the brim.
"The woman tried the hat on Mrs. Cos!rr^ifc-c h«hv and seemed pleased with it.

Sirs. Cosgriff had a hat just like this one
made for us later, and we had a dozen
copies made of It. or this hat was used to
disguise the stolen baby."
Captain McClusky resumed the thread of

his story, and said:
"The following day, Sunday, after 3 p.

m., Mrs. Cosgriff saw this woman coming
along the street looking for her house.
Behind her was a young woman carrying a

baby. The two women brought the child
into the house and upstairs. The dark girl,
who carried the child, fell on the bed and
collapsed.
"The women sat around all Sunday afternoon.At 7 In the evening the light-haired

woman, who gave her name as Mrs. Davis,
left the house and returned in two hours.
The three slept In the one room that night.

Wanted One Cow's Milk.
"Monday morning they fed the baby. They

got a fresh egg and asked where they
could buy one cow's milk. The light-haired
woman said the baby was hers, and that

a.i,oiro.i frirl wns her sister. Mrs.
Cosgriff remarked how fond the baby was

HISTORY OF J
ION CLARK CASE, t
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MR. CLARK AND THE BAE
d about spread the news that Baibv Marion
e vent to their feelings in cheers. Later the;

JSKY TELLS
THE BABY V
rce Reveals Step by Step
Marion Clark Was Traced ar

Recovered.
of the dark-haired g-irl and thought It.
strange that the baby would not go near
its mother.
"Mrs. Cosgriff left her house before noon,

leaving the women there. On Mrs. Cosgriff'sreturn, about 9 o'clock, she found
that the two women and the baby were
gone, leaving the note. They left about
2:30. Mrs. Cosgriff had torn up the note,;which was written on the plain side of an
envelope torn open. We pieced It together,
it was in the Three' handwriting and;read as follows:

Mrs. C.-.You will be surprised to find us gone,hut I got a telegram at Flatbush avenue sayingthat Will, my husband, had fallen from a ladder
and was badly injured. I am half crazy, and
would wait, but must catch the train which leaves
New York, Forty-second Street Depot, at 4:40. It
is now 3 p. m. Thanks very much. I would have
tnjoyed staying if I could.

MRS. QEORGE W. DAVIS.
Child's Little Trick.

"We found Mrs. Cosgriff through an anonymousletter, one of at least 2,500 which we
had to read and study. She herself was thei
sender of this tip. Detective-Sergeants
Hughes and Armstrong showed Mrs. Cos-)
griff the baby's picture, which she positivelyidentified. In addition to the likeness,she told us of a remark to the child
made by the nurse girl. It was, wShow us
how Mr. Brown laughs,' and the child
threw up Its hands.so. and crowed. That
was one of the child's characteristics Mr.
Clark had told us.
"Mrs. Cosgriff showed that the baby's

clothes had been changed between the time
of the abduction and .the time the women
went to her house on Sunday. The baby
had on the new hat in place of her own
and a slip of cheap material in place of the,
old rose-colored dress. The nurse girl had
taken off her checked waist and wore a
brown jacket and her own black brlllian-'
tine skirt and a brown straw hat. The
light-haired woman had on Carrie Jones's
checked waist.

Their Destination.
"We had to have several interviews

with Mrs. Cosgriff. At last she remem-

bered that she had heard the two women
mention some place ending In 'burg' to!
which tne fare for the two would be $2.50.
She also heard the nurse girl say, 'I wonder
how she'll feel to-night.'
"On the strength of this we had the hats

made and sent men to all the 'burgs' on
the railway time tables up the Harlem,
Hudson River, "West Shore and Erie roads.
We had Detectives Armstrong and Reider
In Haverstraw last night, within ten miles
of the baby.
"This morning I received a telegram from

Sloatsburg. from a citizen, telling us to
send a mun to identify a baby. Detective
Herlihy started at once. At 2:50 he telegraphed:

"Pretty certain we have Clark baby here at Garnetsville.Send man with Mr. Clark to Identify at
once. Will await your orders at West Haverstraw."

Baby Identified.
"At 3:22 we got this from Herlihy:
"Have had Mrs. Carey examine baby; found

identification complete.'
.. » J _* U. .

.luu lULtri uc nucu.

"Hats correspond.
"I want to say that at no time In the historyof the Detective Bureau have so many

men been out of the city on any one case.
Nor have we handled any case of so great
magnitude of this kind. I am calling In
my men from all points as they telephone
to report. Reider has just come In, very
sore at being so near the baby without get-1
ting It. My men have worked incessantly
with the greatest zeal.
"But about those hats I had a little

'slant' on the reporters, hadn't I?
"Now as to the correspondence with the!

abductors: The morning after the kid-1
napping this letter was sent to Mr. Clark,!
printed on the copy paper, as In the case
of the 'Three' letter. It bore no signature
and consisted of these words:
"Be patient, O. K. Further notice.
"It was posted at Post Office Branch E,

In this city.
Annthel' I etter

"On Wednesday morning a letter In the
same hand was received. It contained an

Agnus Dei, and two medals on a .piece of
baby ribbon, which the Clark baby vvore.
The letter was mailed In New lork on
Monday, at a time when the two women
must have been in Brooklyn. It read:

New York, May
Mr. Clirk.A great mistake has been made. Our

agent got the wrong person. This is strictly confidential.and we shall be deeply pained if you

_L GOE
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^AS FOUND.
How, from a Clew Found
id Ultimately

should show this to McClucky or give it to the
fresh young college men.the reporters..
We put you ou your honor. Y\ e are the AmericanMafia, and our object is to injure rich men whodo not give un $100 a vear to us when we mm.

municate with them. We have a "little list and
a few subscribers and will have more. We havebeen organized some time and will devise variousschemes to "do" rich people, who do not contribute.-MeClusky knows nothing of this.We will return your baby at once, and we donot .wish one cent from you and are sorry for yourworry and notoriety. Pay no attention to the armyof fakirs who will pester you. One man thoughtyour nurse worked for a rich man Fifth avenuewhom we had approached and who did not contributeto us. I have come all the way from Chicagoto take personal charge of this matter and returnyour child. Your maid, notwithstanding the esteemedWorld. Journal and so forth, is as green asthe proverbial grass, and swallowed a good strryreadily, and has been in hystecics half tire timesince we have had her detained in our place. Yourbaby is well and a perfect little gem, and you willget her back as soon as it is safe for my henchmen.That is, when these crazy, erratic, dope-hitting reportersget through frothing at the mouth.Your child will probably be dropcd in Boston orthereabouts, but we will notify you in whose handsit is. Of course, some innocent outsider. 80 bepatient and don't worry. We don't wish to harmyour littld one or yourself. Pardon this lengthy letterand don't mind the note signed whichone of the men wrote as a side speculation afterhe found that he had the wrong girl and baby.I stopped his game as soon as I reached here. Isend scapular from off the child to show good faithand convince you I am sincere. Pay no attentionto any communication unless signed,

JVIEPHISTO 8ECUNDO,
Tung ot tno American Alalia.

A Flend'sh Letter.
"These two were the only letters from

the abductors.
"Now, I will show you a letter whosefiendish cruelty of purpose astonishes andhorrifies me. I had no Idea that there weresuch people In the world. This letter, In

an envelope with a mourning band. Is, in
my opinion, the work of a crank not connectedwith the abduction plot. By an
arrangement with the postal authorities I
got all letters addressed to the Clarks first,and the parents did not receive this. Itreads:

New York City, May 25, 1S99.To Mr. and Mrs. Clark:
Alas! your child is no more. We primarily exterminatedIts little life in a most novel and uniaue

mode, wcich mode beggars description.
Shocking Details.

Immediately following its painless, though untimelydeath, we disposed of the body with aningenuity (albeit performed in a barbarous manner,sufficient tp silent the thought of the ordinaryinhuman sceptic), that were it graphically describedit would elicit the udmiration of those uniquely inclined.Suffice it to say that, for the purposes inview, we had to cut. saw. chop and dismember thebody into bits the size of a walnut.
Although we reserved the eyes, with its ghastlyappendages, as a memento, the entire remaining

person, I. e., its innumerable pieces, were secreted
in a place and manner which baffles beyond assurednessits whereabouts; and, moreover, will
probably ossi/y in a year or so to an unrecognizable,inert ny as.
As I foreacquainted you in this letter, we closed

the child's life painlessly prior to our admitted unchristianand tell disposal. To enlighten you on
its easy extinction we will endeavor to elucidate
some of the actual facts: First we secured an oldnever-to-be-used-againtrunk; positively air tight,
augering a hole one-half inch in diameter; secondly
we acquired a six-foot rubber tube, one end to be
affixed to the aperture in the trunk and the other
to be attached to a gas jet; turning same at full
force for the space of two hours.and. well, the consequentialresult can readily be surmised.

11 «<-. -..-Mo nnhlt»lt> In lllia
seemingly atrocious affair, you would have regained
in due time your unfortunate babe. At the most a

fortnight would see your offspring restored to its
almost distracted parents. But on second compliance,we acknowledged in the appropvious adage,
somewhat paraphrased, "Dead beings tell no tales,"
and this we respondrngly perform, though we never

premeditated the occurrence Would end thus.
The apparently great perplexity which arose from

the word "Three" being underlined thrice (in our
first message) was our plain inkling ($300.00) for
the necessary ransom to be forthcoming were the
child to be redeemed. However, i few days hence
from this admonition saw the frnitlessness of our
demand or intended "price," and two of us acouiescedin the humanizing necessity to safely return
the now "wuitc elephant" to its monomaniacally
crazed mother via some lad residing in our vicinity.

The third person would, however, under no
circumstances whatever associate with our foresaid

ntirl iia l-tAiriff tllf» ''WWltpr minrt" nf thin
kidnapping, we accordingly complied with his
wishes, though we repeatedly admonished him
against his fed intent, or at least endeavored to
swerve him from his original design, but he would
have none of it.the Wise instigator of this crime.

I would request y* ^ publish this letter
in the newspapers, the NEW YORK
JOURNAL, with its uoiquitous circulation, as it
will now do no more good, since your child has
been dispatched. nevermore to be ag»1n, and for
fear of our capture that is out of the question,
and can be passed as ml. as We ale too faj on ms

qui' viver besides one of us has been a detective,
so the French aphorism, illiterallv phrased, a bon
chat, bon vat; to catch a detective, it needs
setting theul (detectives) holds good. What say
you? Let me kne/w thiough the Herald personal
column. THItEE.

:s on.
' MM'
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STICE HERBERT*
ler, They saw Mr. Clark arrive, saw him
»r.

CROWD CHEERED
FATHERJID BABY.

Hundreds Awaited at Weehawkenthe Journal's
o_ _!_i -r__»

opeciai i ram.

As the Journal's special train, bringing
back to a distracted mother little Marion
Clark, backed in at the Weehawken terminalof the West Shore Railroad, the
curious and sympathetic crowd gathered
at the depot stood in awed silence, some
in fear that a demonstration of applause
might, after all, be unmerited, others
silently praying that the good news of the
child's recovery was true.
They looked with eager eyes as the first

passengers alighted, but when from the
second car there stepped briskly an athletic
young man, carrying In his arms a blueeyed,golden-haired baby, which he pressed
to his bosom, to return the childish
caresses she lavished upon his cheeks, a
cheer went forth from the waiting throng.

It was not the boisterous cheer of men
amused, nor the cheer of men gratified in
their sense^ by some passing fancy, nor the
cueer ui muse ajjpiuuuiiig u gvuuuwui ueur

to their convictions. It was a cheer In the
minor key, if the paradox is permissible.
There was in that iond cry, as Mr. Clark
came down the aisle of the station, exultationover the Journal's success in recoveringthe little girl, and fear, but half concealed,that the child might after all have
been ruined in health by the kidnappers.
But this fear was soon dissipated. As

the young father, with the baby in his
arms, came into the main inclosure of the
station, the anxious crowds surging around
him, all could see the bright blue, sparkling
eyes of the little one. Those near enough,
could hear her baby prattle as she stroked
the cheeks of her father with the fat,
dimpled little fingers that seemed as pink
and white as though they had never left a
mother's earn
As the gong sounded for the ferry's

starting the little girl laughed aloud and
burled her cherub face In her father's
bosom.
There were none on this memorable trip

across the Hudson from Weehawken to
West Forty-second street who did not covet
a glimpse of the child so happily restored.
But Mr. Clark proved himself a Jealous

father. He wanted little Marlon for himselfalone, and the little girl's first confidencesto her father after her recovery
will never be printed.
When half way across the river Mr.

Clark's arm became heavy with Its plump
burden and he permitted the Journal's representativeto assume it for a momenthemeanwhile standing vigilantly by as

though apprehensive of another kidnapping.
"Wu op mamma?" she said to the re-

porter, and the fond father was kind
enough to Interpret this to the childless reporteras meaning "Where lsmamma?"
The answer seemed to satisfy her butImperfectly,for In a moment, looking up

iwith a mischievous eye, she exclaimed:
"Pa' ee ere do." And this it was learned
through the wonderful powers of Interpretationtbat only a mother or father can

possess means: "Papa is here though."
And so it went during the short ferrv

trip to Forty-second street, the father and
the Journal man alternating In carrying
and leading the little one.
At the slip In Forty-second street GapItain McClusky and Chief Dever.v met Mr.

("lark and tne tnree, mn' iuci w«m iue irecoveredchild, were driven to Mr. Cork's
residence.

*+++ ++++++++++
iChief Devery Gives t
^Credit to Newspapers.^
^ Had it not been for the pub- t
+ llcity gflven this case by the ^

noir«nnni>r». Babv Marlon e

^ might never have been recov- ^t ered. At least the task would ^
4- have proved much harder. 4
t The Police Department Is T"
T uruteful to the press for its t
^ able assistance..Statement of 44-Chief of Police Devery. ^


